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surest touch to carry it off; a false
step and the author is over the edge
and tumbles into cheap melodrama
or dullness. Mr. Allington ia entirely
- successful in dancing along this nar-

Branson, he has told her a cock and
bull story of a wonderful Prof. Lap-

is even converted to & belief In the
sposks. The book may be guaran-
teed to provide amusement of a fine
quality, and once started upon it
very few readers will be able to let
Eo until it is finished,

GEORGE WOOD.

THREE MEN AND A MAID. By P,
G. Wodehouse. George H. Doran
Company.

OOKS may be roughly divided
into three classes: Those
that make you think, those

that keep you from thinking, and
thoge that impart facts P, G.
‘Wodehouse is master of the type that
keeps you from ; and what
a joyous, pleasing type it is!

Ilmﬂngmothhllwium
glve all the time you mixllt.luve
wasted in thought to laughter, You
laugh foolishly, irrepressibly, an-
noyingly to other persons who may
happen to be in your vicinity and see
no reason why you should be laugh-
ing. But you can't help it, even
thoygh you know perfectly well that
the whole thing is ridiculous. In-
deed, that’s what does it It is ridie-
ulous and (Lt means to be.

The present story concerns itself
ostensibly with the efforts of one
Sam Marlowe to induce a redheaded
and romantic girl to marry him
There are two other men In the way,
as weil as that romantic tempera-
ment. But Sam can be counted upon
to accomplish what he undertakes.
One has no doubt of that from the
beginning, s# that there is no be-
trayal of confidence in admitting that
Sam does get his girl It isn't his
getting her that makes the story.
It is what befalls along the way. It
is the revelation of Sam’s means to
the end. It is the unforeseen inci-
dents that impede his mrogress and
the people who get in his way,

Take the experience Sam has in
the ¢! in the drawing room,

Sir Richard promises to do so, using
Lapski as bait for his house party.
As there is no Lapski it is necessary
to create one.

A further dificulty arises when
Eir Richard’s married sister, who Is
to cHlaperon the affair, telegraphs
that she cannot come, as one of the
children is sick. So Sir Richard per-
suades a distant cousin, Lady Mary,
who looks something like his recre-
ant sister, to play the part and
masquerade as the necessary Mrs
Howard. So thus far we have two
disguised conspirators. But that is
not all, for 8ir Richard's uncle Bob,
Mr. Walton, is also to be of the party,
and, horrible to confess, he is a
brewer. It will npever do to la Mrs.
Branson, with her pussyfool prin-
ciples, know that, so Uncle Bob is
Mtommmnltnﬂul
rétired Indian Civil Service man
The rest of the party is to consist nrl

- .
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& stiff Archdeacon, who possesses a |

daughter (as his excuse for being),

ene of “the Ranby twins” to match
her. It is the elder "twin'™ Lord
Ranby, who is in love with the Arch.
deacon’s daughter, the other twin
being the Reverend Panl, a noble
curate. But on the way to the gath-
ering Peter, Lord Ranby, {nspired
to pretend that he s his brother
({they look so much alike as to be
practically indistinguishalje), and,
Mr Walton being present at this
peint, Lord Ranby feels obliged to
goon. Thus the game is ready, with
Lapski-England prepared to pro-
dnce spirits for “Mrs. Branson, and
a1 the rest prepared to create mul-
"tiple misunderstandings.

From that point on the pace is|

3
]

rapld and passes from one happy ab- |

surdity to another, always perfectly
plausible and always mirth raising.
¥ The game, of course, s to keep the
starchy Archdeacon and the terrific

Morought off.

American mother from suspecting |
any masquerade.
assortment of incldental trouble, too.

whila waiting through long hours
until the family shall fall asleep to
creep out and steal the lady's little
Pinky Boodles, her tiny and vicious
Pekingese: and what follows imme-
diately upon his exit from the
cramped confines of his temporary
prison. Foolish, perhaps, but you
laugh—you laugh weakly, constantly.
It isn't only Jane, with her elephant
gun, nor Smith, the bulldog, with a
heart of gold It isn't only the suit
of armor nor the orchestrion. It is
the combination of all these with
Sam, with the spirit of adventure,
and with the author’s manner that
does the trick.

But I think I like even better the
scene with the redheaded girl and
Mr. Jno. Peters. It is not certaln
whether Peters’s first name is John
or Jopathan, for all we ever get of
it is Jno, and I at least belleve that
that is a contraction used for either.
But this does not affect the story,
nor the particolar scens between
these twa characters in the play—it
is almost like a play, and one rather
waits at the end for the curtain and
the appiause—with the pistol figur-
ing so largely, and with that sudden
declaration of love from the red-
headed girl which is =0 disintegrat-
ing both to Jno, and to the reader.
This scene is one of Sam’'s fine ef-
forts, and If it gets him in bad !ater
it I8 not becagse it was not thor-
oughly well planned and perfectly

Sam’s is n‘t the only love affalr.
There is the one between the gentle
Eustace and the lady with the ele-
phant gun Eustace has had his
turn at being in love with Wilhel-
mina Bennett (the redheaded girl),
but he has got over it. For a while he
hated all women on her account
He had expected to muary her, amd'
she was waiting for him at the Little
Church Around the Cornmer. She|
waited from 11 to 1:30. He did rm;!
come Dbecause his mother had dis-

There is a large | covered the plan of the u!u»pornent

For example, Lady Mary forgets how | t'pair of trousers belonging to her be-

many children Mrs. Howard, whom | loved chiid
she is impersonating, has; and fs fun Wwith

trapped into the necessity of equip- | ¥
ping her supposed husband-with an | 59 don’t ““" the book

earlier wife, a divorce and an exira )
infan whote business s manip-

ulatea with extreme skill and never

slumps. It is alse uwnusually clever !

in that there is no final exposure; e

the spiritualist mother remains un-
decelved and the worthy Archdeacon
YOU CAN TAKE NOTES RAPIDLY WITH-
OUT NEEDING TO KNOW SHORTHAND

Previography—The At of Wl ghy Can-
trmctod Farma—- Wil Eawble You
Dwwn Much that Now Eludes Your Long-

band or Your Memury. The System Can |

jired in & Few Nights, Complete

e
‘ﬂ—l of Instruction One Duollar, post-
. pald. Further Parttrulars oo
BREVIOGRAPH SYSTEMS COMPANY,
-m New York, Saite 335-4.
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to Take !

|
]

| and had cleverly hidden eve ry single |
Yes, that is the kind of

which Lthe book is filled.

vu may not like that sort, and If|

Not so much |
| that it will bore you: it will convert!
you. But most of us hate to be
converted, and so it is better to pub-
lsh; this little warning. Of course,|

Is all in Mr. Wodehouse's way. |
| That is the secret. Let some one

else tell this story in thelr own wonds,
aqnl,l you probahiy would have no|
trouble in keeping serious, though
yotr might have trouble in golng on
'ﬂi:h the book., He knows just how.

The scenery includes New York,
an ocean liner leaving dock and pro- |
cecding upon lis courss, and Et!xl.lmd1
in various aspects. There iz a dread- |

New Fiction in Varied Forms

of

omission will end by being content.
For it's & good story.
HILDEGARDE HAWTHORNE.

WHERE YOUR TREASURE IS——
By John Hastings Turner, Charles
Scribuer’s Sons,

T is a singular
come upon a novel with those
elemehts in it which are known

to the trade as “love interest,” “ro-
mance” and “mystery” directed at
readers on the shady side of fifty.
Not that aged lovers have not beef
used freely by novelists since “My
Uncle Toby” was worried by the
widow or since the mature Odysseus
returned to his Penelope, but the
rank and fle of them are either of
the comedy sort or the “comfortable
couple,” like Tim Linkinwater and
Miss La Creevy, or else thoy are pal-
pably young people made up with
gray wigs and wrinkles, who really
know nothing of the thoughts of age
and make its gestures awkwardly.

But here you may find honest use
made of those things which we know
to be true of age; trappings of beauty
faded to ugliness, apathy, disillu~
sion and that unavailable wisdom,
that painfully crystallized wisdom,
which age desires with tragic inten-
sity to glve to youth but which youth
cannot use because it possesses no
solvent for it Incredible, almost,
that these matters should be capable
of being successfully woven into fie-
tion pattern; and that *hey also pre-
sent the glamour of a fairy story is
an astonishing and delightful cir-
cumstance. The stage for this drama
of waning lives [s one dear to all
British novelists:

The sea front at Whyticombe is
just like any other sea front. At
high noon the asphait, as if from
sheer softness of heart, admits the
indent of hundreds o! holiday
shoos. Yet they make their
mark for twelve hours at the most,
until, in fact, the next Ady’s sun
cynlcally wipes them out with the
ficecy and baflling pattern of other
pairs of feet.

experience to

This paragraph ls a very perfect
beginning; a poet's or musician’s
beginning. It is not merely an or-
derly arrangement of stage setting,
but the opening of the overture
which continues throuzhout the first
chapter. Though the footprints do
not intrude again upon your atten-
tion, you do not forget them or the
pathos of their writing upon the
softenad ssphalt.

Next comes the attitude of the
| exasper: uting, too modern daughter,
Alison, toward her parents, Joan and
Ptl('f

She (Joan) managed a smile and
a little nod:

“1 see, Alison,” she sald In a low

volee, “I see your point of view."

Allson crossed and kissed her
on the forehead. She knew that
she had hurt her mother, but she
still thought that it was the only
thing to do

That is Allson all through the
story—Allson the efficlent.

“My engagement,” she tells her
mother crisply, “is none of your
busindss,™

And aguain:

“When vou talk of angssements
are talking of the engage-

ments which happened before 1 was
born, Naturally, becuus: that is
the only kind of engagement you
know. But you must see that you

might just as well, from mcy point
of view, give me a lecture on the
marriage customs of old Babylon.”
Thus youth plays its part, stern,
scornful, dictatorial; In plain Eng-

ful sexside resort, there s o deli‘ht-iush. saucy. Mrs. Lemon, a litile |

older and tarter thas in “Holiday
Romance.” And not especially funny.
There are not many laughs in the
book.

They have come, then, to their
British seaside ola
married couples and & bachelor or

have been coming to this same place
for thelr vacation regularly for a
quarter of a century. Baut this time
there is something wrong. Loveday
Weare feels it almost at onca, So
does Joan. As if a storm were com-~
ing up. And Charles Cutman feels
it . « and by and by he dis-
covers that he Is tired of his wife—

Is a woman’s sense of
duty lower than a man’s?

To whom was Mary-Clore
false when she made her
choice between Love and
Duty?

Read

HARRIET T. COMSTOCK'S
New Novel

ar THE CROSSROADS

At Bookstores .Etmwhen. $L75
Doubleday, Page & Co.,
Ga: den City, New York

happens. Whether they have wished
at the proper!y magic time and place
or—but it is of no use to speculate
about the thing that happens. The|
point is that It does happen, when

ters the fairy of the piece,

As they walked home, out of
the faint summer evening mist,
already creeping along the links,
behind the little lawn upon which
these two had lately stood, naked
and bitterly ashamed, there
stepped a woman » with
merry eyes and a mouth Lh!.t. was
seldom still, medium tall, whose
years it would be hard to guess, but
firm in her stride and full of good
life.

.

She came straight down to the
chairs on which the two men had
sat and there paused. She looked
from one to the other, a tiny
smile playing about her lips, and
the smile might have been tender
or iromnie, or even nothing at all,
but the look in her eyes, and the
eyes themselves were those of a
Madonna.

It is this lady who is the mystery

My

Memories

Elghty Years

CHAUNCE? H. nm
Second Large Printing

of“I have &f:aaﬁ a great dn'l,
iaspin n in your book!
Harding
“A book pervaded
lpiﬂtotoptimhlllnd
by a man of sense.”

—New York Herald

plmtmllr n
volume.”

] At all bookstores $4.00

| CHARLES SCRIBNER'S SONS

of the story. Who and what was

she? What was her motive in mak-
ing these respectable men fall vie-
lently in love with her? What do
their wives think of her, and how is
it that this curious element works
out for the happiness of those whose
destruction it seems, for a time, to
threaten? Here lies the secret of
this cdd tale—the thing which dif-
ferentiates it. It may be that the
reader will not know, even when the
author has told him as plainly as he
can, It may be that the suthor Is
not entirely sure himself.

Yet, answered the barrister,
slowly, “we did see her ard we dld
touch her. 1 don't care
where it came from; I've never be-
lieved in God, Charles, not the
matina and evensong GCod—but
I do know that there are Godilike
emotions and Godlike ideas which
can be the property of men.”

But whatever the explanation, “it
wns up there, on that great green
hillside, that something—something
had come to them, and made the

Continued on Following Page.
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EDMUND LESTER PEARSON
reports a book dealer as
ing that there are two “E.
which men iho Ilke a good
story are sim “on up"
This is one of

EDWARDI.UCASWTI'IZ
$2.00 at any bookshop or from

E.I'.DutulCo. 631 5th Av., N. Y.
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| By Irvin

NDRY ACCOUNTS |

' | “Within two covers he has enclosed stories which range

S. Cobb

| from stark tragedy to broad

farce. I know of no other

writer in this country or any other who possesses such

|
|
1

| scope. I believe that three at least of these stories will live

| long after Cobb has gone.

A rich and meaty feast."—

Robert H. Davis, New York Herald.

Just Published $2.00
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By A. A.

The N. Y. Herald: “This is the
there is the charm of the easy, w

| lock Holmes shut up shop."

$2.00,

|
|
I Any bookseller can supy
|
|

[The Red House Mystery

A charming murder story by the author of “The Donir Road"

The Sun: “A well-nigh flawless lnle of the unraveling of murder.”

Phila. Record: “A detective story of a new and stimulating sort.
holds a *kick’ for the most hardened reader of detective fiction.”

Heywood Broun calls it “The best murder story we have read since Sher-

The Bosion Herald: “A large reward is offered to any mder who is fully
prepared for the denouement that Mr. Miine serves us.”

E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Ave., New York

erfect deteclive story....And always
msical style, the delici luus bits of wit"

Iy it; if not, it can be had from

T



